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To blow ſuch Coals his conſcious Muſe denics | 

Wir (Sacred Wit) ſuch Subjects ſhou'd delpilc : 

To abuſe one Party wich a Curſed Play, 

And bribe the ocher for a vaſt Third Day. 

Like Gladiators then you ſtrait reſort, 

And crowd te make your Nexe-Faction ſport. - 

Bur, what is worſe, = men of ſenſe ſhould doir, 

For worrying one another, pay the Poet : 

So Butchers at a baiting rake delight 

For him who keeps the Bears toroar and fight ; 

Both friends and foes ſuchAuthors make their Game, 

And get your Money, which was all their aim : 

No matter for the Play, nor for the Wit, 

The better Farce is acted in the Pit. 

Both Parties to be cheated well agree, 

And ſwallow any Non-ſence, ſo it be C 

With Fatkon guilt, or fac'd with Loyalty. 

Here's ſuch a Rouc with Whigging and with Torying, 
Thar you forget your dear lov'd Sin of Whoring. 
The Vizard alque, who ventures her half Crown, 
Finding no hopes but here to be undone : 

Like a caſt Miſtreſs, paſt her dear Delight, 

Turns Godly ſtrait, and goes to Church for ſpite , 
And does not doubt, ſince you are grown fo fickle, 
tro find more Cullies in a Conventicle, 

We on the Stage ſtand ſtill, and are content 
To ſee you a&t what we ſhould repreſen. 

You ule us like the Women that you wooe, 

You give us Sport, and pay us for it too. 

Well, we're reſolved in our next Play-Bill 
To prine at large a Tryal of your Skill ; 

Then more we hope will run to ſuch a Sighe, 
Than would to ſce 500 Monſters fight, 
Or hear our ſtubborn Captaig's laſt Good Night. 
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